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The Night Before Christmas 


Author's Notes: 
This is the second of the Christmas fic requests, and it\'s for bella_cheval. Enjoy! 


Phil ached. 


It was a good ache, the kind that came from exertion, from being used and using, from coming so many times 
that it was no longer possible to keep track. It had been hours since he moved from the bed, hours since he'd 
had any clothes on, hours since he'd been alone with his body. Even when their hands were still, it felt as 
though they were still stroking him. He wondered if the sensation would ever go away. 


Behind him, Joe sighed and pressed forward. His hips nestled against Phil's ass, sweat-slick and bruised from 
their long debauchery, every movement lazily unfocused. His prick, somehow, was hard again, pushing 
insistently up into Phil's body, invading him once again. He didn't mind. He felt strange now without Joe inside 
him, almost as though he'd been there all along and Phil had only just realized it. 


He nuzzled down, pushing his face against Vivian's hip, moaning at the musky smell of sex and sweat that clung 


to his skin. Viv was resting, leaned back against a mountain of pillows, dark hair clinging to his face in damp 
ringlets. His long hands stroked Phil's cheekbone, traced his eyes, petted his swollen lips. Vivian was more gentle 
than Joe by far, but he had used Phil just as eagerly, spent himself across his face, down his throat, in his 


ass, into his palm. 
Phil closed his eyes. He wondered what Steve would think of all this. 


Joe squirmed closer, wrapping his arms around Phil's waist. His blunt fingers tickled their way across Phil's flat 
belly and dug into his sharp hipbone. Joe was insatiable, demanding. Phil loved it, loved watching Joe lose control 
of himself, loved feeling his body tremble and tense. He'd been the ringleader, directing Vivian, steering Phil. He'd 
only given up his position inside Phil twice, and both times he'd crouched beside Phil's head, eyes fixed on 
Vivian's prick as it slid in and out, occasionally flicking up to gauge Phil's reaction. He didn't want Phil to prefer 


anyone over him. Joe was jealous that way. 


Vivian was more laid-back, more content to let Phil have his way. His particular delight wasn't in control or 
debasement or humiliation, Viv just wanted to feel good and it seemed that the greatest pleasure he'd 
discovered lay in the back of Phil's throat. Phil lost count of the times that Viv's prick had found its way into 
his mouth, guided by gentle fingertips and heralded by a soft moan. He was never rough, never demanding. He 
let Phil go at his own pace, hips rolling up in a slow tempo, prolonging the luxury as long as possible. Phil was 
grateful for that. Vivian had a gorgeous cock, just the right length and girth to fill his throat without choking 


him. 


Joe's fingers twitched fitfully and his hips moved faster, a low moan escaping his lips to gust across Phil's ear. 
His body screamed protest, Joe's prick an agonizing fire against sore muscles and raw skin. Phil gritted his 
teeth and closed his eyes and bore down, refusing to admit discomfort. Viv noticed, though, because Viv 
noticed everything. 


Silent and considerate, always considerate, he pressed the half-empty bottle of lube into Joe's palm. Joe 
grunted and shoved it away, but Vivian persisted. 


"Fuck off." Joe's voice was a breathless snarl, punctuated by an involuntary whimper from Phil. 


"He needs more lube," Viv insisted. Phil shuddered and pushed back against Joe, shaking his head minutely. He 
appreciated Vivian's concern, but lube wouldn't help. It would ease the friction of Joe's thrusts somewhat, yes, 
but that would only cure the pain for a few minutes. Besides, wasn't that the whole point of this? To be 
fucked raw, to be used as a vessel by two of his closest friends, to be made less than he was. Joe understood 


that. Viv understood as well, but he rejected it gently. 
"He's fine," Joe purred. His lips found the back of Phil's neck and trailed down his shoulder, a caress that was 
at once possessive and utterly disinterested. Yes, Joe understood far too well. "He's a good boy. He knows what 


| want from him..." 


Joe trailed off, expecting an answer, but Phil's voice had ceased to function nearly an hour ago. Instead, he 


arched like a cat, wriggling his hips back against Joe's, fixing Viv with a heavy-lidded gaze that was meant to 
both reassure and invite. Joe groaned at the display and hooked an arm over Phil's shoulder, pressing it against 
his chest, pulling him back hard. Viv returned the stare, cheeks flushing, dark eyes going bright and frantic. He 


was beautiful to watch, so much more expressive than Joe. 


He leaned forward, quick hands cupping Phil's face, drawing it up for a kiss. It was gentle, searching. Phil 
wondered what Vivian tasted inside his mouth. Pain, pleasure, love, fear. The heavy flavor of his own come, the 
salt of Joe's fingers. Whatever the case, Viv shuddered in pleasure and hooked his thumbs in the corners of 
Phil's mouth, slowly forcing it open. Phil resisted for show, twitched eagerly at the quick snarl that curled 
Vivian's lips. 


The head of Viv's prick slipped past his teeth, heavy and thick, and stopped there on his tongue. He whimpered, 
closed his lips around the shaft, but Viv refused to move. His hands cupped Phil's face, holding him still, 
stroking his temples. Obediently, Phil began to suck, laving the tip with his tongue, eyes fluttering shut at the 
pretty little whimpers that fell from Vivian's lips. 


Joe laughed softly and Phil felt his arm curve away, reach out. He opened one eye and purred in his throat, 

enchanted by the sight of Joe's thick fingers teasing their way around the base of Viv's cock, tangling in dark 
curls, dipping down to brush across his balls and make him gasp. His hips hitched forward, control momentarily 
lost, and Phil seized his chance. His lips slid forward as smooth as silk and he took Vivian's prick into his throat 


with practiced ease. 


Viv gave a muffled little gasp and his fingers fluttered against Phil's cheek, first pushing him back, then pulling 
him forward. Phil fell into the rhythm happily, propping himself up on one elbow, eyes fixed on Vivian's face. Viv 
stared back with sleepy eyes, mouth curving into a sensuous smile. It was one of the things that Phil loved 
most about Vivian He never looked away. 


Joe's teeth sank into his shoulder, gentle but insistent, and Phil shivered at the reminder. It was fine to pay 
attention to Viv, but not at the expense of Joe's pleasure. Viv winked at him, drew a finger along his lips, 
almost a reminder that he was loved. It brought back a flood of bittersweet memories, Steve's hands in his 
hair, lips against his ear, arms around his waist. He closed his eyes and pushed back against Joe, taking him as 
deep as he'd go. Sensing the change in Phil's mood, Vivian's fingers withdrew from their stroking and shifted to 
rest proprietarily on top of his head. 


Joe purred at the changing rhythms of Phil's body, slipping an arm under him, wrapping it tight around his 
waist. He liked Phil best like this, compliant, sweet, needy. Joe's eyes were never soft like Vivian's, never clouded 
with lazy pleasure. Joe was sharp, bright, all hard edges and gripping hands. Joe liked to pin him to the bed, 
liked to bite his neck, liked to tear and bruise and own, and Phil welcomed it. He drank it up, thirsty for the 
attention, and then turned to Vivian to soothe his stings and aches. This was the first time he'd had them 
both together. He was beginning to think that it would be the last, if only because neither seemed inclined to 


let him out of the room. 


Joe's prick slammed up into him, battering flesh that had already been abused far beyond the tolerance of a 


sane man. For a long second, Phil wanted to say no, wanted to push them both away. The lure of a hot bath 
and a long, restful night's sleep was strong, so strong that Viv picked up on his hesitation and started to pull 
back. His cock slipped out of Phil's mouth, hands slipping down to push him back by the shoulders. 


"No," Phil rasped. That one word was almost more than he could manage. It seemed that coordinating tongue 
and brain was too much for his body, weary and aching as it was. He reached up, laid a hand on Vivian's hip. 
Come back Viv's face twisted in indecision and Phil curved his fingers into feeble claws, raking them across 
Vivian's skin. He wasn't ready to stop yet. Just once more, once more to feel Joe tense and shudder behind 


him, to have Vivian's come running down his throat. 


Slowly, Viv leaned forward again, and Phil nuzzled tenderly at his hip. Sweet Viv, always worried, always so 
gentle. Phil parted his lips and closed his eyes, moaning low as he took Vivian deep in his throat. Joe hadn't 
paused once during the entire exchange; he'd just sunk his teeth into Phil's shoulder and continued to fuck him, 
slow and brutal and punishing. His hips were pushing in faster now, though, and his breath rasped loudly in 
Phil's ear. 


"That's a good boy," he purred. His hands stroked aimlessly up and down Phil's chest, big and rough and 
somehow comforting in spite of the way that they gripped and bruised as though Phil were nothing more than 
a possession Phil shivered at the words, moaned around Viv's prick. He loved it when Joe treated him this way, 
loved that it made him feel filthy inside, though he couldn't have explained why. Vivian had often asked him, a 
gleam of jealousy in his eyes, and all Phil could do was stammer and make excuses. There was no explanation, 


only fact. 


He twisted and squirmed in Joe's arms, given frantic strength by the agonizing pleasure of being used. Vivian 
moaned at the look in his eyes, pain and need and adoration, and gripped the sides of Phil's face, holding him still 
so that he could fuck Phil's mouth harder, faster. Both he and Joe were done with games; they'd indulged 
themselves with teasing all night and they were brutal now, wrapped up in their own desires. Phil wished he 
knew what they were thinking. 


He thought he did, and that made it worse. 


Behind him, Joe gave a strangled cry and buried his face in Phil's neck. Phil was far too numb, far too battered 
to be able to feel anything, but he could tell by the way that Joe trembled and clutched at him that he'd 
come again. Vivian moaned softly, reached down to stroke Joe's hair. Now that he wasn't aroused any longer, 
Joe responded to the affection gladly, nuzzling his lips against Viv's palm, kissing it wetly. Phil watched with 
envious eyes, wanting to be part of the display but knowing that he wasn't allowed until Vivian was through 
with him. 


Viv's hips snapped harder against Phil's face, bruising his cheekbones, battering his lips. Slow tears leaked out 
of Phil's eyes, unnoticed and involuntary. He was so tired that he thought he might pass out, and he wondered 
if Viv would stop if he did. He strained his eyes, craned his head back as well as he could. Viv's face was 


flushed, wild-eyed, desperate. Phil doubted that he would stop if the room burned down around them. 


There was a sudden pressure between his legs and Phil mewled in confusion, then squealed and shuddered as 
hot warmth enveloped his prick. Joe's rough hands smoothed up and down his thighs, pressing them apart, 
giving him room to settle. His throat worked gently around Phil's prick, tongue tickling and teasing around the 
base. It was ecstatic pleasure, the tingling release of all the pent up energy he'd been carrying all night. He 
tried to thrust into Joe's mouth and was stopped by a heavy arm laid across his narrow hips. This was Joe's 


indulgence and it would go at his own pace. Phil closed his eyes and shivered. 


Vivian's hips jittered and froze, and Phil took a deep breath, opened his throat. Once more, then twice, then 
warmth flooded Phil's mouth and he swallowed hungrily, moaning as he sucked Vivian dry. He could vaguely 
hear Viv murmuring in his thick accent, could feel the long fingers combing through his short hair. It all 
seemed so distant, so unreal. Viv's prick slipped out of his mouth and he closed his aching jaw, collapsing 


against the bed and writhing towards Joe, begging for release. 


The pressure built and built, gathering in his hips, concentrating in a thick spike of need so intense that he 
almost cried out in pain. His legs shivered and twitched like a newborn lamb's and his hands made weak fists in 
the sheets. He needed it so bad, so desperately, horribly bad, but it wouldn't come. There was something 


wrong, something missing, and he voiced a thin cry of agonized despair. 


Then Vivian was beside him, curled warm and solid by his side, and those quick fingers danced across his 
cheeks, stroked his swollen lips. He turned towards the affection, dragged open his eyes. Viv stared at him and 
his expression was lazy and satisfied, but his eyes burned viciously bright. 


"Shhh," he cooed. Kisses rained down on Phil's face, careful and tender. Lips, eyes, cheeks, chin, even the tip of 


his nose. "Shh, love. Oh, you beautiful boy... shhh..” 


Phil screamed as he came, Vivian's words echoing in his mind, jumbled and confused like a disjointed marionette. 
The soothing cadences, the warmth of feeling, the actual words themselves. It was the sibilance that he heard 
the most, that hissing rasping sibilance that was meant to soothe. It pierced through his skin, shivered down 
his bones. He could feel it when he came in Joe's mouth, and it emptied from his body in a sharp-edged flood 
of regret and guilt. 


Slowly, Joe made his way up to the pillows, and he and Viv pressed Phil between them. Hands stroked his skin, 
gently stimulating, soothing all that energy out of him. Phil pushed his face against Viv's neck, gritted his teeth. 
The entire evening had been carefully orchestrated, the two men that he cared about banding together to 
purge his demons. He wondered if it had worked. Somehow, he didn't think so. The pain was gone, but the ache 
was still there. 


"Go to sleep, Phil” Joe, soft and commanding. Phil closed his eyes obediently, slowed his breath. He pretended 
not to hear when Vivian and Joe started talking. He pretended not to care when they fretted over him, 
worrying about why he was so withdrawn. He would have to make an effort, he supposed. They both deserved 
better from him. It wasn't their fault that he hated the holidays, hated the memories and the pressure. It 
wasn't their fault that he felt alone no matter how many people were around. It was his fault, his issue. He'd 
get up in the morning and open presents and be thankful for his friends. It was the least he could do. 


Slowly, he drifted into true sleep. Perversely, he actually did dream about sugarplums. 


